
^c% 




-?* 








10^ 





/ 




io 



o 1 

lO 1 



-■ 



.v^ 



"o«v 







^ 



,y//s^ 



It 



/.itt 



\ 



.' ' i 







/_ 



> 



^ 



^ 



tf 




$ 



.11/ 



I 




•v 




& 




// 



^ —"j* * /' 



6 




r o& 




STRAIGHT 




TEPEE 



Tie 3 poles together like this 
This is called the Tripod. 
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Set up the 
tripod 
like this 





cover 
radius 





Tepee 

cover 

made from 

canvas or 

other 

goods. 



Chimney 

Chimney 
flaps 

Chimney 4 
ropes 



Wooden pegs are used 
to pin the tepee 
cover together. 
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Stick 
Canvas 



Stick 



A flap for 
the tepee door 




Various 
streamers and 

Indian 

M medicine" 
are suspended 

from the end 

of the poles. 

Use semi- 
thick oil 
paint for 
designs. 



Chimney 
poles 

JH~- Tie down stakes 
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^ M0ST PEOPLE, STRAIGHT ARROW WAS A 

MYSTERIOUS BUT MAGNIFICENT HERO FIGHTING THE 
CAUSE OF JUSTICE NO ONE, EXCEPT PACKY, KNEW 
THAT STRAIGHT APROW, IN EVERYDAY LIFE, WAS 
REALLY STEVE ADAMS, THE OWNER OF THE BROKEN 
BOW CATTLE SPREAD, BUT EVERYONE WAS PROUD 
OF THIS FABULOUS COMANCHE ON HIS GREAT 
GOLDEN HORSE, OVERCOMING WHAT SEEMED 
INSURMOUNTABLE HAZARDS W — 

"THE PERIL OF THE PIONEERS!" 
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WHAT'RE WE GOIN' TUH DO, > *^ 1 
STEVE ? THIS DROUGHT'S LASTED 
A SOLID MONTH ALREADY/ 
AIN'T A L/CK OF WAT8? ON 
THE LAND.' THUH CATTLE WILL 
DIE OF THJR5T UNLESS 
iT RAINS MIGHTY 
SOON * 





LISTEN TO STRAIGHT ARROW ON YOUR LOCAL MUTUAL RADIO STATION 
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A FEW MINUTES LATE/?... 
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HAWL OUT 
MEN — 
WE GOT 

ALL THERE 
IS TO- 
GET.' 




THEY TOOK EVERYTHING 
OF VALUE THAT WE EVER 
OWNED.' (SOS} THAT 
MONEY WAS GOING 
TO BUY SOME LAND 
FOR US.' 
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DOGGONE! DISAPPEARED/ 
AIN'T A TRACE OF THEM.' 
I COULDA SWORN THEY 
WENT THI5 WAY — 
TOWARD WHITE TOP 
MOUNTAIN,' 



THEY DID, PACKy-BU-n 
THE DROUGHT HAS 
MADE THE LAND SO 

HARD AND DRy IT'5 
IMPOSSIBLE TO PICK 

UP A TRAIL. 







iATER THAT NIGHT.. 



SHERIFF TAR SAYS IT'S NO 
USE.' THE OUTLAWS ML/ST 
HAVE CLEARED 
OUT OF THIS 

HERE AREA 
LONG AGO.' 



UHN-UHn/ THERE ARE ONLY A FEW 
PASSES THROUGH WHfCH THEY COULPVB 
GONE, AND REPORTS FROM OTHER 
TOWNS ALONG THOSE PASSES SAy 
THEY'VE SEEN NO ONE! 




V 



YE5, THOSE OUTLAWS ARE 
STILL NEARBY. THE QUESTION 
15 WHERE? 





JEN OF EL CAM WO/ 
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Next morning, at the broken bow ranch- 
house, A HOT MEETIN G IS IN PROGRESS ... 

LET'S SCOUR THUH AREA! 
WE'LL SMOKE OUT THEM A 
DIRTY CROOKS.' SHERIFF 
TAR AIN'T DQIH'NUTHIN' 
ABOUT IT/ 





WHEN I WANT A 
POSSE — I'LL CALL 
IT, BY THUNDER/ 
I'M TELLIN' YUH 
TUH MIND YORE 
OWN BLASTED 
BUSINESS AN' 
LEAVE THE LAW 
AFFAIRS TUH 
THE LAW.' 



IT'S MY 
OPINION, 
TAR, THAT 
THE "LAW" 
IS TAKING A 
HOLIDAY! 
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...COMIN' IN HYAR^ 
WITH YORE MUDDY ) 
WET BOOTS AN' S 

PANTS AN'TRACKIN' 
UP MY CLEAN FLOORS 
AN' FURNITURE i NOW 

GIT! 




V 



DURN RIGHT MUH BOOTS IS 
MUDDY.' WHILE YOU RANNIE5 
BEEN HOLDIN' FANCY MEBTIN'S 
I BEEN OUT SEARCHIN' THUH 
TERRITORY FER THEM CROOKS.' 
BEEN WADIN' THROUGH 
STREAMS, AN' 8EATIN' 

THROUGH THE BUSH... 





SHERIFF TAR, YUH OL' BLISTERIN' 
HOOT— NOW YUH JlST PUT THET 
SHOOTIN' IRON BACK IN YORE BELT 
AN' GIT YOURSELF OUTA HERE 
RIGHT FAST.' WAS YUH SORN 

IN A BARN OR WHAT ? 
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GENTLEMEN, I ASK YOU TO GO ) 
BACK, ROUND UP ALL ABLE" / 
BODIED MEN AND ASSEMBLE "^ 
} FOR ACT/ON JUST OUTSIDE OF 
TOWN! I AM GOING TO PUT OUT 
A CALL FOR STRAIGHT ARROW- 
I THINK HE CAN HELP US 

FIND THOSE CROOKS,' 








RIDE fNTO TOWN AS FAST 
AS YOU CAN, AS SOON AS 

THE POSSE IS ASSEMBLED, 
LEAD THEM OUT TO WHITE 

TOP MOUNTAIN! AS FORME. 





I'M HEADING FOR SUNDOWN VALLEY/ 

MAYBE 5TEVE ADAMS DOESN'T HAVE 
THE RIGHT TO DEFY THE LAW — BUT 
STRAIGHT ARROW CAN PLAY A 

PRETTY FREE 
HAND 
KENO, 
PARDNERl 






A SHORT TIME LATER, IN AN 

ABANDONED MINE WHICH HIDES A 

SECRET CAVE. THE WALLS GUTTER 

VilTH CRYSTALS OF GOLD. COMANCHE 

GARB HANGS ON THE WALL. A GREAT 

GO LDEN STALLION WAITS, READY.. . 
s* " * -^ ■ 

STAND READY, GREAT 
PALOMINO/ THIS IS 
YOUR MASTER WHO 
SPEAKS, THIS Jj 
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\The golden palomino, fury, 
i covers distance like a 
i golden streak of ughtl 




Near the snow- covered 

PEAK.. 



THE SNOW HAS 
MADE IT SLIPPERY 
HERE. STAY, FURY/ 



r- - • • 







I THOUGHT SO.'.. 
YOU LOOK COLD, 
BADMEN - I W7LL 
SOON WARM 
THINGS UP 

FOR YOU .' 





SPEAK, DOGS- IT IS 
STRAIGHT ARROW 
WHO COMMANDS/ 
WHERE ARE THE 
OTHERS ? 



THERE THEY ARE, WAY DOWN 
THERE -ON THUH PLAIN, FIV/N' 
TUH RAID ANOTHER PIONEER 

TRAIN. PLEASE DON'T 
HIT US NO MORE' 
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1/50 THIS MOUNTAIN HIDEOUT PROVIDED A 
I LOOKOUT AS WELL— FOR YOU TO SPOT YOUR 
I INNOCENT PREY/ LIKE VULTURES YOU 
I WAITED TO SWOOP DOWN UPON THE 
L BRAVEST SONS AND DAUGHTERS OF ' s 

AMERICA I 
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STRAIGHT ARROW AND FURY 
PLUNGE RECKLESSLY DOWN 
THE MOUNTAINSIDE '„. 

THERE THEY 4R£ ( ATTACKING 
THE SETTLERS.' QU/CK. FURW 
W£ CAN STOP THEM BEFORE 
' THERE IS BLOODSHED! 




FLEEING LIKE A SCUDDING 
GOLDEN CLOUD, FURY CLOSES 
THE DISTANCE IN A MATTER 
OF MINUTES/ 
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STRAIGHT 
ARROW* 




CLOSE IN ON 'IM, 
HE SEZ{ CAtN'T 
EVEN TECH 
HAM 
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WHILE AT THAT MOMENT 



LOOKS LIKE 
STRAIGHT ARROW 
GOT HERE 

AFORE US' 




YA -HOOf 




-AND ALSO, AT THAT 'MOMENT^ 



4m$mWM:m%iMMB#mmmi^ME& 




-BUT STRAIGHT ARROW'S FALCON EYE MISSES NOTHING! 



THERE'S A PLUME OF DUST 
UP THERE - HEADING AWAY 

FAST/ THAT MUST BE THE 
COWARDLY 
LEADER OF 
THIS GANG J 



DURNED IF 2 KIN SEE IT/ 
BUT IF YUH 5EE IT; STRAIGHT 
ARROW -BY TARNATION, 

THEN ITS THARi 
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7 TOO BAD YUH AIN'T GOT WINGS, INJUN.' 



TOO 
"£& LATE i 
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LATER THAT EVENING... 



I BEEN ON PINS 'N 
NEEDLES WAITIN' FER YUHl 
WE FOUNO THEM OTHER 
TWO 0WLH00T5 AN' THUH 

LOOT ON TOP 0' THE 
MOUNTAIN LIKE YUH 
5AID, STRAIGHT ARROW- 

-UH-IMEAN- 



CAREFUL, 
PACKY- 

VOU 
SLIPPED 
AGAIN.' 
SOME- 
ONE 

MIGHT 



STEVE! 



OVERHEAR! 
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TELL ME 
AFORE I 
BUST-HOW 
COME YUH 
TRACKED 
'EM DOWN 

LIKE 

THET? 
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WHEN SHERIFF TAR 
TOLD MOLLY HfS 

BOOTS WERE 
i MUDDY FROM 
WADING I KNEW 

HE WAS LtiNG! 

THE DRY SPELL 
HAS DRIED UP J 
EVERY STREAM IN 
THE TERRITORY -NOT A 
PATCH OF MUD ANYWHERE, 
EXCEPT UP ON WHITE 
TOP MOUNTAIN WHERE 
THE SNOW BEGINS! 
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/THAT'S WHAT LEO ME TO 
[ THE MOUNTAIN -THE REST 
\ WAS BASYi SAY, THAT GIVES] 
) ME AN IDEA { WE CAN SOLVE 
/ THE PROBLEM OF OUR THJ*STy| 
/ CATTLE -JU5T HERD 'EM UP 
THE MOUNTAINSIDE AND LET 
I 'EM NIBBLE ON THE SNOW 
\UNTIL IT RAINS AGAIN. 
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LISTEN TO STRAIGHT ARROW ON YOUR LOCAL MUTUAL RADIO STATION 



r*nrvy 



S^r=R~A~/=G~H=T4$kA~#~R~0~W- 






<•:•:•] 



!"' 





S&.V 







pfEEDING THE CALL OF THE COMANCHE 
BLOOD FLOWING STRONG IN HIS VEINS, 
THE LEGENDARY STRAIGHT ARROW RIDES 
ONCE AGAIN! OUT OF THE CAVE OF GOLD 
CATAPULTS THIS FEARLESS FIGHTER FOR 
JUSTICE —FIGHTING A TREACHEROUS PLOT 

AGAINST THE 

"LAND OF OUR FATHERS/" 
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5Z80R mDSS THE PAINTED PLAINS " 
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The tale of horror spreads like a tide of 

FLAME! 
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Next morning finds steve adams, soung owner of the 
broken bow catt lespread, and his sidekick, thcky, riding into 

el camino. 



C0MANCHE5 ON THUH WARPATH - 
NOW, THET DON'T MAKE SENSE, 
STEVE, C0MANCHE5 DON'T 
BREAK TREATIES LIKE THET/ 
DOGGONE — YOU WUZ BORN 
A COMANCHE YERSELF AN' YUH'RE 
STRAIGHT ARROW, THUH 
MYSTERIOUS—-^ 



PACKYJ 



CAREFUL, PACKY— THIS BUSINESS 

ABOUT STRAIGHT ARROW IS A SECRET 

BETWEEN YOU AND 

MEJ OF COURSE 
THE C0MANCHE5 
ARE INNOCENT.' 
BUT THERE 
ARE SOME 
MIGHTY FUNNY 

MONKEYSHINES 

GOING ON.., 
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AND THAT'S WHY WE'RE HEADING FOR TOWN. 

THE GOVERNMENT SENT A SPECIAL JUDGE FROM 

WASHINGTON TO INVESTIGATE THESE RAIDS — 

AND YOU AND I ARE GOING TO SEE THAT 
HE FINDS OUT THE TRUTH/ 
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I KNOW VOU, MONTE, AND YOUR 

PALS, TOO. YOU'RE A LAND AGENT 

AND IT WOULD MEAN PLENTY OF 

MONEY IN YOUR .POCKET IF 

THE COMANCHES WERE 

DRIVEN OFF THE LAND 

THAT HAS BEEN THEIRS 

FOR CENTURIES.' 



HOW 

COME 

HE'S 
STICKIN' 
UP FER 

INJUNS ? 
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I 5AY FOR MY 

PEOPLE THAT WE 

DO NOT VfOLATE 

OUR PLEDGE OF 
PEACE I COMANCHE 
HAS HONOR! 
COMANCHE DOES 

NOT LIE.' 



EF I KIN 
PLUG THET 
INJUN 
RIGHT 
NOW— 
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BUT I HAVE 

NOTHING TO 
FEAR.' THE 
COMANCHES 

ARE 
INNOCENT.' 



YOU WON'T PROVE , . 
THAT HERE, WHITE J\ 
CLOUD.' VAMOOSE *%, 
NOW OUT THAT DOOR 
OR THEY'LL TEAR VOU 
TO PIECES-' MOVE/ 
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YUH TRAITORS! 
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INJUN-LOVBRS! 



JUMP HORSE, PACKY... 
I'LL KEEP THEM SACK.' 
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CAIN'T ]/ NO, PACKY, HOLD YOUR FIRE/ MOST OF THOSE 
I SHOOT// MEN BACK THERE ARE HONEST SETTLERS, 
BACK S\ WE DONT WANT TO HARM THEM. THAT GOES 
JI5T iSr 7*2 F0(? JUDGE PRENTICE TOO' 




Jnside, THROUGH A SECRET ENTRANCE-, 
A CAVE OF GUTTERING CRYSTALS ,S \ 
OF GOLD! COAAANCHE GARB HANGS J 
ON THE WALL/ A GREAT / fjlll 
GOLOEN PALOMINO ( J A \ 

WHINNIES AN EAGER <\ f jgf\ 




WELCOME I 
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EASY THERE, 
FURY! 
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AA/0 //V A AAQMSNT, A RINGING, CONFIDENT VOICE 
ECHOES HOLLOWLY THROUGH THE GREAT CAVERN.* 
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5TAWD REAPY, GREAT 

STALLION/ THIS 15 
YOUR MASTER 
WHO SPEAKS - 
THIS IS STRAIGHT, 
ARROW* 






* 



m^i 



SB 



<&, 





HG0FS CLATTER ON THE 
FLOOR OF THE C 'AVE 7, 
AW WD/A/V tVAffr 

Or/ \ 



SK 



VI 



ft 



^c 



V 



r ,..^v 



^ 



7 / 



' 



., nnnv 



$^T=R=A^J~G-H'=T=A-fcn~0=W- 



A SHORT TIMS LATEO-IN EL CAMINO. 

THERE IS THE HOUSE OF MONTE, THE LAND 
AGENT WHO IS SO ANXIOUS TO BLAME THE 
RAIDS ON THE COMANCHE. MY FEELING t§ - 
BUT LET US LISTEN AT THAT WINDOW/ 
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THAT STEVE ADAMS IS GETTIN' SAVVY TUH OUR JL, 
PLAN- WE GOTTA ACT FAST.' LI55EN KEERFUL NOW— 
WE STAGE AN^'lNJUN RAID" ON JUDGE PRENTICE 
HISSELF TONIGHT/ HE'S STAYIN' AT THUH 

CARSON RANCH- 




EASY, PACKY.' 
YOU ARE 
MAKING 
TOO MUCH 

NOISE i 



THESE 

CUSSED 

NEW 



THET OUGHTA 

CONVINCE 

THUH JUDGE, 

THET RAID I 

HE'LL DECLARE J BOOTS! 
THE INJUN 
LAND OPEN TUH \ 
SETTLERS AN WE 
MAKE A FORTUNE 
SELLIN'ITi 

I 
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NOW WHUT IN 
TARNATION VUH 
WANT ME TUH 
DO WITH THET 
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I WANT YOU 
TO FOLLOW 
THEM! 



I 



BUT WE DON'T 
EVEN KNOW WHBRZ 
THEY'RE HEADING 
HOW'RE YUH GOJN 
TUH FIND ME? HOW 
YUH GOIN' TLfH PiCK 
UP AW TRAIL IN THE 



DARK? 
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f KANEEWAH, FURY/ TO THE 

Ns^^COMANCHE COUNCIL FIRE. 




/| SHORT TME LATER - 



0/W.y A 5 L0/VJ 4£ /T T4KFS FL/tfY, 7WE ^E^T FAi0- 
MW0, 7(0 STREAK THE PLAINS INTO THE 

HISTORIC LAND OF THE COMANCHE, 



T IS I, BROTHER' I HAVE 
FOUND WHO IT IS THAT PLOTS 
AGAINST THE COMANCHE 
NATION .' QU/CKLY, DON YOUR 
WARPAINT.' WE GO TO 
BATTLEi 

wr 




TAKE DOWN YOUR ARROWS.' TAKE 
YOUR SHIELDS MADE FROM THE 
HIDES OF BUFFALO ^ TAKE YOUR 
FASTEST WAR PONIES! IT IS1, 
STRAIGHT ARROW, WHO TELLS 
YOU TO WEAR THE RED FEATHER- 
THE MARK OF THE COMANCHE/ 
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/Meanwhile packy has been carrvinsqut his 
assignment^ 




WAL, I FOLIO WEP 'EM ALL RIGHT, LIKE 
STRAIGHT ARROW SAlDi I GUESS THIS IS 
WHAR THEY'RE GQ\N> TUH PULL THET RAID 
WE HEARD 'EM PLANN/N', BUT HOW'S 

STRAIGHT ARROW GOlN' TUH FIND US? 





NO TIME... 
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NOW SMEAR THET WAR PAINT ON THICK,MENI- 
WE GOTTA LOOK LIKE REAL INJUNS, CARSON'S 
PLACE IS JEST OVER THET HILL, AN' THEV$ 
WHAR THE JUDGE IS STAYIN'*.. 

- >7i 





REAL COM ANCH65J 
THEY GOT US WHIP- 

SAWED -LET'S GET 




BUT- AT THAT MOMENT- PROM 
ANOTHER DIRECTION ... .' 



IN TIME! TAKE THEM-COM- 

ANCHE5! TAKE . 






or\r*\ , 



$^T=n~A^G~H*=T-=A~fcfcO~W==*^ 





§N A FEW MfNUTE5, JUDGE PRENTICE IS FACED WITH AN 
AMAZING PROCESSION. 



WHAT IS THE 
MEANING OF 
THIS DEMON- 
STRATION ? 



TREACHERY, JUDGE L THESE MEN 
WH05H HANDS ARE TIED ARE NOT INDIANS. 
THEY ARE THE 0NE5 WHO RAIDED INNOCENT 
SETTLERS. AND IF YOU W/LL LOOK CLOSELY 
AT THESE IMPOSTERS WHO DO NOT WEAR 
THE RED FEATHER OF THE COMANCHE- 
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-YOU WILL SEE THAT 
THIS ONE rS MONTE, 
THE LAND AGENT. HE 
AND HIS MEN PLOTTED 
TO GET THE COMANCHE 
LANDS FOR THEM- 
SELVES BY THEIR 
LlESi 



M*k 



NEVERl THE LAND 
WILL ALWAYS A 

BELONG TO THE S 
COMAHCHEl YOU 
HAVE MY FLEDGE! 
THESE MEN WILL 

BE PUT IN JAIL 

WHERE THEY 
BELONG ] 
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WAL, I'LL BE 
HOGTIED, 
HOSSWHIPPED, 




LISTEN TO STRAIGHT ARROW ON YOUR LOCAL MUTUAL RADIO STATION 
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SLOWLY the great herd moved south- 
ward. The shaggy beasts were moving 
down from the howling winds and the sharp, 
biting snows into the sunny southlands, 
where the heat was pleasant and the long 
days could be used for browsing. There were 
thousands and thousands of buffalo, moving 
easily and steadily along the mile-wide trail, 
behind the short, sharp horns of the huge 
old bull leader, 

At the flank of the moving mass ran young 
Greysides. His legs were strong with muscle, 
and the mighty hump above his shoulders 
was already bristling with curly brown hairs. 
He was but a few months over one year old, 
yet, with the quick maturity of all wild 
things, his body was already big and strong. 
Gone were the wobbly legs and the scrawny 
neck. Now his mane was much like that of 
the old bull leader, a dark mat of bristy hair 
growing all around his curving horns. 

In another few years, Greysides would be 
ready to challenge the bull leader for the 
leadership of the mighty herd. Now he was 
just a young buffalo with strength — and not 
much wisdom. 

For Greysides liked to explore. Not the 
middle of the herd for him, rubbing sides 
and clicking horns with other buffalo all 
around him. He chose the flank, where his 
alert brown eyes could stare out wonderingly 
at the strange new world unfolding as the 
herd southered steadily. He saw a snarling 
bobcat running smoothly away from the 
thundering thousands; saw an Indian sitting 
his pony on a distant bluff, watching the 
herd approach; saw a slinking form that he 
knew intuitively to be an enemy, though 
Greysides had never seen a wolf before. 



the hackles at the base of Greysides* hump. 
The young buffalo snorted and increased 
his pace. A Cheyenne arrow thudded into 
the buffalo ahead of him. A feathered lance 
drove deep into another. 

The herd was splitting, being divided by 
screaming, yelling Indians who waved blan- 
kets and lances while others charged in and 
out of the herd, bowstrings twanging. 

Perhaps it was that same wanderlust in 
his soul that made him choose the flank of 
the herd that now drove Greysides upward 
from the flat stretch of sageland. He ran 
furiously, his short legs pistoning with a 
fury that made them blur with movement. 
Head down, eyes red with rage, Greysides 
ran on and on. 

The yelling and the sharp arrows that bit 
and hurt were far behind, now. Greysides 
snorted and nodded his great head. There 
was an ache in his right shoulder, and an- 
other in his flank. Greysides knew that the 
things on the horses had made those aches 
by shooting little thin pieces of wood at him. 
He was vaguely surprised that anything so 
small could hurt so much; but being a wild 
thing, Greysides was used to pain. 

The young buffalo lurched against an out- 
cropping of rock. The rubbing of his thick 
skin against the stone drove one shaft free 
of his shoulder, and snapped off the other. 



And then — in the midst of that placid, 
steady running — a screaming ululation lifted 



Greysides had lost much blood. He was 
weak. One of the arrows had gone deep. He 
trotted on, up along a winding trail between 
two sharp walls of a canyon path. Far be- 
hind and below him the Cheyennes were 
still riding with the fleeing herd, but Grey- 
sides had forgotten that. He moved onward, 
past shale-strewn canyon floors, and out 
across fields rich with bluebells. 

For hours, Greysides ran. Occasionally he 
browsed, cropping at the grass. Once he 
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threw up his head warily; sniffing at the 
breeze that swept by him. There was a man- 
smell in the air! 

Greysides thundered off, shaking the earth 
with his running. When the fierce excite- 
ment of his heart lessened, he stepped for- 
ward and stared down at a white man clad 
in buckskin leggins and a fur jacket who 
was patiently sliding a clamp-trap under 
some leaves and brush. Greysides watched 
him warily, not knowing the purpose of the 
trap, but realizing dimly within him that 
man was a dangerous animal. 

Greysides snorted softly. He was weak 
and tired. He had lost much blood : too much 
for safety, he knew. The young buffalo 
turned his head — and froze rigidly. 

Standing a hundred feet away, big and 
tawny in the fading daylight, was a wolf. 
It was the same wolf Greysides had seen 
from the flank of the herd, but Greysides 
did not know that. The wolf stared at Grey- 
sides steadily, and then his mouth opened 
and his red tongue ran out, and it seemed 
that he was laughing at Greysides. 

Kipi-ti, the wolf, was a smart hunter. For 
years he had roamed the slopes of the Te- 
tons, and many a hare and squirrel had 
fallen to his crunching fangs. Once, long 
ago, Kipi-ti had tasted buffalo meat. But it 
had been so long ago, Kipi-ti could not re- 
member its taste; could remember nothing 
except that it was — good. 

Kipi-ti was hungry. The buffalo bull be- 
fore him was young, not yet as strong and as 
formidable as he would be someday, if he 
lived. And the young buffalo bled from flank 
and shoulder. He was weak. Kipi-ti had fol- 
lowed him for a long time, and Kipi-ti was 
wise in such things. All he needed to do was 
trail the young bull, make him run and run, 
until those short legs buckled, until that 
hair-protected neck swung weakly — 

It would be then that his white fangs 
would flash! He would leap and cut at those 
trembling legs, ham-stringing the young bull 
by severing the tendons of his legs with his 
teeth. Then, crippled and falling because of 
his ruined legs, the buffalo would lie help- 
less as Kipi-ti drove in for the kill! 



Greysides grunted through his nostrils as 
he swung away from the rank wolf-smell. 
Head down, he raced down the sloping ledge 
of rock from which he had seen the man- 
thing set his traps. He tore away from the 
oncoming wolf, digging huge chunks of dirt 
with his sharp hooves. 

It was close to sundown when Greysides 



started his run. The lowering red sun sank 
further and further, and still the young 
buffalo ran. Now a faint dusk descended over 
the land, like a thin veil that presaged the 
approach of night's blackness. 

Kipi-ti ran easily, always fifty to sixty feet 
behind the bull. He was fresh. Besides, the 
tired lurching of the young buffalo made his 
own body seem fresh and eager. 

Finally, Greysides stopped running. He 
turned and lowered his head and his rage- 
red eyes sought out the big wolf. Greysides 
lowered his shaggy head so that the new . 
moonlight caught at the curving white horns 
uprearing from his massive skull. Horns 
down, Greysides charged! 

Kipi-ti leaped aside just as that huge head 
swiped at his flanks. It was close. The young 
bull was quicker than Kipi-ti had thought! 
But the canny old wolf knew Greysides 
could not last much longer. Soon now, he 
would stand with legs spread, his head low- 
ered, his breath misting into silvery smoke 
puffed like gunshots from his flaring nos- 
trils. 



Greysides charged a second time. Either 
he was slower, or old Kipi-ti was more 
respectful, for he missed him by a foot. 
Greysides went thundering on, not stopping 
to turn and charge again. His red eyes told 
him that the wolf was far more agile than 
he. His only chance was to outrun him. 

Again the young buffalo slammed his 
hooves at the ground in a steady run. Behind 
him, racing swiftly but easily, came Kipi-ti, 
red tongue lolling out as if laughing at Grey- 
sides* attempts to escape. 

He was near exhaustion, now. He stag- 
gered and lurched crazily. But Greysides 
was moving past the stone ledge, beneath it, 
and he knew the wolf was following — 

Tiiiinggg! 

That was the clamp-trap snapping shut on 
Kipi-ti's forefoot! The night air shivered to 
the raging snarl in the old wolf's throat. 
Greysides swung about and stood, head 
lowered, nostrils belching misty air. He was 
exhausted. He could not have run any more. 
But the memory of the man-thing and of the 
thing he had hidden in the brush had been 
strong. And Greysides had seen the fur coats 
such as Kipi-ti wore in the bag at the man's 
side. It had been a gamble, but Greysides 
had won. He would grow strong again, and 
overtake the herd. 

Greysides moved off through the night, 
while behind him Kipi-ti crouched low and 
bit at the trap, and waited the coming of 
morning — and man. „ . . 

THE END 
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JJeP AAWK STC00 

" AX0/V£ CW 4 
SANDSTONE LEDGE U 
7HF MORNING THAT 
HIS FATHER WAS 

KILLED. HE HEARD 
THE BOWSTRING 
TWANG... HE HEARD 
HIS FATHER'S DEATH 



P FATHER/ 
FATHER/ 





— 



fieP/Sff THE" S/MC*^ 
^/25°' ^ *£V THE WW/7F MEN'S" 
FIRES ROSE TO DARKEN THE 
^r HY BLUE SKIES OF THE WESTERN. 
') PRAIRIES, RED HAWK LIVED. 
! A BOW AND ARROWS, A KNIFE 
VANO A WARCLUB WERE HIS 

WEAPONS. LIKE THE OTHERS 
■ OF HIS PEOPLE, HE VALUED 
HKll ' FLEET PONIES AS WEALTH... 

FROM THIS PRAIRIELAND OF 
TIP! AND BUFFALO, MEDICINE "* 
MAN AND COUNCIL FIRE -STALK- 
ING THOSE WHO KILLED HIS 
LOS/ED ONES — CAME YOUNG 
RED HAWK. IN HIS HEART 
BURNED A LOVE FOR JUSTICE 
AND A HATE FOR EVIL I FDR, 
EVER BEFORE HIM, LIKE EVIL 
SPIRITS, HE SAW THE 
DEATH MASKS OF— 

THE M£A/ OF THEGREiN FEATHER! 
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'RAZILY, HE THREW HIMSELF DOWNWARD! OSILVU 



HIS STRONG HANDS CLINGING TO SHRUB 
AND STUMPS, SAVED HIS LIFE.. . ! 

HE HURTLED DOWNWARD, / — ~ 

LIKE A STONE FALLING... / MY FATHER 15 A CHIEF. 



HE IS POWERFUL/ MANY 
HATE HIM.FOR HE HATES THOSE WHO MAKE THE 
CHEYENNE WEAK.' I ONLY HOPE HE STILL LIVES I 
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WSkIS FACE A 
STOIC MASK 
AGAINST THE 
GRIEF WITHIN 
HIM, RED 
HAWK BORE 
HIS FATHER 
BACK TOWARD 
THE BUFFALO- 
HIDE TIP/5 

OF THE 

CHEYENNE 

PEOPLE "... 



AS MORDO, THE SHAMAN, GRINNED WITH FURY, 
\RED HAWK KNELT BEFORE THE TIP! OF CHIEF 
WHITE BULL, A GREEN FEATHER IN HIS PALM... 



THE MAN WHO KILLED 
RAVEN WING WORE 
THIS FEATHERl 




wm 



IN MY DREAM I SAW A GREEN FEATHER 
SUCH AS THIS! IT CAME AND TOOK 
YOU AWAY, AVGHTY WHITE BULL.' 
SEND AWAY THIS YOUTH/ LET H\M 
AND HIS FAMILY BE PUTAWAYt 
BEFORE HE CAUSES YOUR 
DEATH! 





W HITE BULL WAS A BRAVE MAN IN 
BATTLE. BUT SUPERSTITION RODE HIS 
BROAD SHOULDERS, AND WHAT HIS MEWC/Ntl 
MAN SAID - HE DID J / 



BE IT SOI PUT AWAY RED HAWK, HIS 

MOTHER ANC 




7*0 BE Kl PUTAWAY' ' 
MEANT THAT THE 
LODGE OF RAVEN 
WING WOULD BE 
PLACED AT THE OUT- 
SKIRTS OF THE VILL- 
AGE - WHERE AN 
ENEMY ATTACK WOULD 
STRIKE FIRST. RED 
HAWK f HIS MOTHER 
AND SISTER WOULD 
BECOME OUTCASTS. NO 
MAN COULD FEED 
THEM, NO HAND BE 
LIFTED TO AID THEM 
IF THEY WERE SICK 
THEY LIVED, YET THEY 
WERE TO BE 
CONSIDERED 
-DEAD! 



J^S HIS MOTHER, REP DOE, COVERED HER 

HEAD WITH ASHES. RED HAWK SWORE A 
MIGHTY OATH I / 
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I SWEAR BV THE LODGEPOLE 
OF MY FATHERS!-! WILL NOT REST UNTIL I 

HAVE SOLVED THE EVIL 
MYSTERY OF THE GREEN 
FEATHER' 
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Jf LWAV5 A7*>//S SAC* WERE THE WHISPERED WORDS 
mw 0F MORDO. EVEN AS HE TROD THE TIMBER BELT 
FOR ANTELOPE, THE WORDS FOLLOWED... 




FOLLOW HMl IP HE KILLS FOR FOOD 
TAKE HIS KILL FROM HIM.' LET HIM 
ONLY DRINK WATEf? AND 
EAT BREAD BAKED IN 
ASHES r 




tftS BOWS WERE BROKEN AND 
HIS ARROWS SHATTERED.,, 



7 
NOW, THIS IS A STRANGE THING. 
MEN DO NOT ACT THIS WAY TO- 
WARD ONE ANOTHER EXCEPT FOR 
FBARl 




WHY SHOULD MORDO FEAR N\E ? 
IS IT BECAUSE OF THE GREEN 
FEATHER f MAYBE I WOULD DO 
WELL TO FOLLOW MORDO ON 
THOSE JOURNEYS HE MAKES 

AWAY FROM THE TIPIS OF 
OUR PEOPLE! 



,/VD SO, ONE DAY,.. 






MORDO MEETS WITH MEN WHO 
LOOK LIKE BlRD5i I CAN JUST 
MAKE OUT THEIR WORDS... AND 
THEY TALK OF THE DEATH 
OF WHITE BULL.' 
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Powerful hands caught red hawk i lifted 

m H/M AND THREW HIM BACKWARDS' 



CAN'T STOP MYSELF! GOING TO GO 
OVER THE EDGE-FALL A THOUSAND^ 
FEET — TO 
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Back fell red hawk until his bopy was 

above the emptiness of the canyon j bb~ 
neath him there was only death l 



JLnD THEN HIS KNEES HOOKED ON TWO STUMPS* 
*"CL(JN0 WITH STEEL-THEWEP MUSCLES! OVER HIS 
HEAP O NE WARRIOR PLUNGED — / T— " ' " 

k 
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'AT NIGHT, NEAR THE HORSE 
'HERD OF CHIEF WHITE BULL.. . 
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(WHEN WHITE BULL LEARNS HIS 
P0NIE5 HAVE BEEN STOLEN. „AHD 
SEES THE GREEN EAGLE FEATHER 
— HE WILL GUESS THAT THE 
FEATHER 15 A SIGN OF THE 



A 



THE COLD GREY LIGHT OF PAWN, 
A FURIOUS WHITE BULL RAGES 
AT MORPO, WE MEDICINE AMAiL 



DID YOU DREAM OF THIS GREEN\ 
FEATHER, TOO, MORDO? MY PONIES 1 
WERE STOLEN i THE FEATHEJ? WAS 

LEFT BEHIND 1 . IT \S A RASH MAN 
WHO THU5 AR0U5E5 MY 
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NIGHTS LATER, AS WHITE BULL RIDES 
ALONE THROUGH THE FILES OF ANTELOPE 

PASS. 



AH THERE IS A GREEN 
EAGLE SOCIETY' AW THEY 

SEEK— MY DEATH! 




WHITE BULL SAW ME! BUT HE KNEW ME ONLY 
AS A MAN WITH AN EAGLE MASK! NOW HE 

WILL WORRY-AND HE WILL LISTEN. TO 
REP HAWK! 1 




EXT DAY, ON THE TRAIL... 



WHAT DOES RED HAWK T YET I 
WANT OF HIS CHIEF? / STILL LIVE, 
YOU HAVE BEEN V WHITE BULL! 

PUT V < BUT yOU WILL 

AWAY? ) NOT BE ALIVE, MANY 

MOONS FRO/A 
NOW. 




YOU 
DARE I 



THE GREEN EAGLE SOCIETY 
KILLED MY FATHER, WHITE 
BULL. THEY FEARED HIM, 
FOR HE WAS A GREAT WAR 
CHIEF. NOW THEY SEEK 

TO K/LL YOU TOO. THEN 
MOffDO WILL BECOME 
CHIEF! 
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IF YOU LIE, 
RED HAWK-.' 
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I DO NOT LIE! 
LOOK BELOW-AT 
THAT PRE— AT 
THE MEN AROUND 
IT....' 
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THE CHIEF; WHITE BULL, SUSPECTS.' SOMEONE ^"^ 
RAN OFF HIS PONIES, AND LEFT A GREEN FEATHER, 
— THE EMBLEM OF OUR SOCIETY! 
ONE OF US IN AN EAGLE MASK 
SHOT AT HIM. WHO DID IT f 
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J1/.L A//J#r LOVtf, £££> ^AWX 
** £005 W/ W 7W£ SPEED OF 
THE WIND. AN HOUR AFTER 
DAWN, HE ENTERED THE VILLAGE 
OF THE CHEVENNES, WITH A FILE 
OF WAR-PAINTED ARAPAHOS 
BEHIND HIM... '^^ 



WHY DO YOU COME 
WITH OUR FRIENDS, 
THE ARAPAHOS, 
RED HAWK? AND 
WHY ARE THEIR 
FACES PAINTED 
FOR WAR? 






BECAUSE ^ 
THERE ARE 
EVIL, CHEY- 
ENNES WHO 
PLOT AGAINST 
YOU, WHITE 
BULL- AND 
MORD0 15 
THEIR LEADED! 
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TlTH A HOARSE CRV OF INSANE 
'RASE, MORPO RAISED WS'-SCAifl 

""S^ft? KNIFE — 



ATTACK, BRQTHER ARA 2 
PAH05! SEIZE THE MEN 
OF THE VILLAGE! 

T 



yOUR EV/L IS ENDED, X I SHOULD 
fAORDOl WHITE 8L/LL ) HAVE GONE 
KN0W5 THE TRUTH', J MYSELF... 
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ED HAWK R1S£S FROM THE LIFELESS BODY OF 
%QRDO } THE MEDICINE MAN t AS ARAPAHQ 
WARCLUBS AND LANCES HERD THE MEN OF 
THE VILLAGE BEFORE THEIR CHIEF... 




(RED HAWK OPENED MY EYES. HE LED ME TO 
I THE COUNCIL FIRE OF THOSE WHO PLOTTED 
AGAINST ME! EVEN NOW OUR FRIENDS, THE 
ARAPAHOS, GO AMONG THE TIPIS— HUNTING 
FOR THE GREEN FEATHER AND THE EAGLE 
MASKS! ALL WHO HAVE THEM HIDDEN IN 



THEIR LODGES —DIE! 
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XflFTEEN MEN WERE TAKEN BY THE 
m ARAPAHOS TO MEET THEIR FATE: 
THAT AFTERNOON. AND WHEN THEY 
RODE OUT, ANOTHER RODE IN„. 



COME, MOTHER. NO LONGER ARE 
WE TO BE PUT AWAY. INSTEAD.. 
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INSTEAD, LET RED HAWK SHARE THE 
PLACE OF HONOR, WITH HIS T/Pl 
BE5IDE THAT OF WHITE BULL.' NO 
LONGER SHALL RED HAWK BE OUT 
CAST— IN5TEAD I NAME HiM — 

WAR CHIEF OF THE TRIBE/ 




j y* 
M V OLLOW THE 
ADVENTURES 
OF YOUNG 
RBD HAWK 
AS HE RIDES 
THE TRAILS 
OF THE 
EARLY WEST 
IN... 
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'* "THE DEATH MOCCASIH f* 

/Wt SHRILL COMANCHE WAR WHOOP BURSTS ON 
THE STILL NIGHT AIR ABOUT FORT DANGER 

% WITH THE EFFECT OF A BOMBSHELL I A RED 
BLANKET SNAPS THE WIND'. A QUIRT LASHES 
OUT SAVAGELY/ SECONDS LATER THE GREAT 
HORSE HERD IN THE SMASHED CORRAL OF THE 
FORT MOVES LIKE WIND IN A MAD STAMPEDE. 
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I iJtoUNTBD CAVALRYMEN JAB IN SPURSi A 
StABUGLE'S CLEAR NOTES BLAST THE 
MOONLIGHT.,.! A FORT DANGER TROOP IS 
ORDERED TO PURSUE THE STOLEN REMOUNT 
HERD. 








UT WHO CAN FOLLOW A COMANCHE IN THE " ' ' 
WHO CAN TRAIL THE WIND ACROSS THE 
TOWARD MORNING, INDIAN AGENT JOHN MUTRIN 
GROWLS AT STEVE ADAMS, YOUNG OWNER OF 
BROKEN BOW RANCH W 



T ISN'T AS IF I 
HAVEN'T HUMORED 
'EM, STEVE. I'VE 
DONE EVERYTHING 
I COULD FER THEM 
REDSKINS/.' 



AND THEY APPRECIATE IT, 
SIR. BELIEVE ME.' WHY, 
THEY'VE EVEN SENT YOU 
PRESENTS. THAT'S 
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MOCCASINS J HUHi 
THEY GIVE ME A 
PAIR OF SHOES AND 
STEAL A HERD OF 
HORSES i J5 THAT 
A FAIR EXCHANGE? 



THE C0MANCHE5 

KNOW YOU 
COLLECT ITEMS 
FOR AN EASTERN 
MUSEUM. THEY 
5ENT YOU A RARE 
PAIR OF FUNERAL 
M0CCA5INS -THEY ARE 
BEADED ONLY ON THE 



P 




BESIDES I DON'T THINK IT WAS 
COMANCHES AT ALL THAT RAN 
OFF YOUR HERD, MUTRIN. IF 
C0MANCHE5 HAD DONE IT- 
YOU WOULDN'T HAVE HEARD 
THEM ! 



I'M GOING TO INFORM THE SHERIFF, 
'TRAVIS/ YOU'RE MIGHTY CLEVER. PUTTIN' 
THE BLAME ON COMANCHES, 

BUT —OOPS ' J MUTRJN* 








VMB HOURS LATER, THAT SAME 
MORNING... 






MURDtfi 
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VRS LATER, THE STREETS OF AGUA BLANCO 
ARE BRIGHT WITH TUB BEAM OF KEROSENE 
LAMPS AS STEVE ADAMS SWINGS DOWN FROM 

THE SADDLE,.^— — 

RECKON I'LL Y '5CU5E ME, R4RD- 
GRAB SOME FOOD INTOWNNNER. DIDN'T 
BEFORE HEADING BACK TO 
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WD THEN, SHROUDED By THE ENVELOPING BLACK- 
NESS OF THE UNUCHTED STABLE, LINT TRAVIS 
MAKES A 



LIGHTNING 
DRAW.., 

■ . ' 
- ■ — 



TEST 



. 





LIPPING FROM THE STABLE, LINT TRAVIS QUICKLY 

FINDS A HOODLUM FRIEND,.. 

' WHATEVER YUH 
SAY, LINT. I'D 
SWEAR TO ANY- 
THING— FERTHE 
RIGHT PRICE 1 . 



COME ALONG, CLIFF. VUH COT 
TO SAY I BEEN] DRINKIN' WITH 
YUH ALL PAY. COME INSIDE... 

I'LL EXPLAIN IT TO YUH... 
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PACKV. WHEW... THAT WA5 
CLOSE I ANOTHER INCH AND I 
WOULDN'T BE TALKING.' BUT... 
WHY'D HE SHOOT f WHY WAS 
HE... AFRAID OF ME? PACKY- 

MAYBE I OUGHTN'T BE TALK- 
ING. MAYBE I OUGHT TO 

PLAY DEAD- UNTIL I 
LEARN THE ANSWER TO 
THAT QUESTION! 




BIDDEN /A/ SUNDOWN VALLEY 
IS A MIGHTY CAVE. WITHIN 
IT ARE COMANCHE BOW AND 
GOLDEN ARROWS, SOFT ELK- 
SKIN LEGQINS AND A GREAT 
GOLDEN 
PALOMINO., J LINT'S HORSE WAS 

LATHERED -HE'D RUN 
A LONG WAY. AND JUST BEFORE 
I BLACKED OUT FROM THAT 
BULLET CREASE, I HEARD HIM 
SAY SOMETHING ABOUT THE 
TRADING 




r AS STRAIGHT ARROW, I CAN COME 

AND GO WITHOUT LETTING TRAVIS 
KNOW HE DIDN'T KILL STEVE 
ADAMS. SO I'M 

FREE TO GO TO T KANE£WAH t \ 
THE TRADING "^ FURY" 

POST TO SEE WHAT \KANBE' 
TRAVIS WAS FUNNING 
FROM!' 



WAH! 
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OURS LATER, AT THE LONELY 
AND DESERTED INDIAN 
TRADING POST... 
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NOT DEADJ BAD WOUNDED2 
TRAVIS STABBED ME 2 I SAW 
HIM-WASHIN' OFF WAR 

PAINT. PRETENDlN'TO BE- 
INJUN! HE'S RUNNIN' A 
GANG OF HOSS Tl- 




B 



URDENED BY A DOUBLE WEIGHT, THE 
MIGHTY GOLDEN STALLION MOVES 
SMOOTHLY ACROSS THE PLAINS HOUR 
AFTER HOUR, UNTIL, TOWARD SUNSET^ 



I SHALL LEAVE MUTRJN \H\ I WILL 
YOUR COMANCHE VILLAGE, ) CARS FOR 
LAUGHING H0R5E. HERE 
HE WILL BE SAFE 
FROM TRAVJ5' 





HE NEXT DAY. . . . 




I TELL YUH I HEARD 
MUTRIN ARGUIN' WITH 
SOME CQMANCHE5, 
SHERIFF. LOOK— BLOOD 
ON THE GROUND i 



RECKON YUH'RE RIGHT, 

LINT, DOGGONE I I 

ALWAYS THOUGHT MUT- 

RIN WAS FRIENDLY WiTH 

THE REDSKINS t 




MEBBE THIS'LL 
CONVINCE YUH! 
A COMANCHE 

DEATH 
MOCCASfN 
BEADED 
ON THE 
SOLE! 



HMMM.' LOOKS LIKE THEY 
BEEN GUNNIN' PER MUTRJN- 

QUITE A SPELL! RECKON I'LL 

FORM A POSSE AN^RJDE TO THE 

COMANCHE 

VILLAGE! 



^ 



ftff 



*£> 



'.:*•. 



-rf^""^ 



I AIN'T STOPPfN' 
AT TALK! WE'RE 
COIN' TO GIVE THE 
SHERIFF A REAL LIVE 
DEMONSTRATION! 




OME HOURS AFTERWARD, AS THE SHERIFF'S POSSE 
RIDES HARD TOWARD LAUGHING HORSE'S VILLAGE*** 



COME/ 

IEN~ 

LOOK 
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\JX RAGGED VOLLEY BLASTS FROM THE 
**SHELTER OF THE VOLCANIC ROCKS. MEN 
TUMBLE FROM THEIR SADDLES... 



COMANCHES! 

DOGGONE- THEY 
FOUND OUT ABOUT 
US, SOMEHOW! 



/? NO THEN —WILD AND EERIE "THE COMANCHE WARCRY 



ULULATES IN THE HOT WIND... 





COME ON, BOYS! THEY'RE 
FIGHTING BETWEEN THEM- 
SELVES/ NOW'S OUR 
CHANGS TO GET 'EM 

ALL! 




S STRAIGHT ARROW WHIRLS— HE 
STARES INTO THE BLACK MUZZLE 
OF THE SHERIFF'S REVOLVER. THE 
SHERIFF'S FINGER TIGHTENS... 

GOT ONE OF 'SN\ 
IN MY SIGHTS! 
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fiflTH A THRUST OF HIS POWERFUL/ SHERIFF, YOU ARE 
ff LEGS, THE MIGHTY COMANCHE ( MAKING A MISTAKE! 
SPRINGS STRAIGHT UPWARD- ^ THERE ARE GOOO 

COMANCHB9 HERE- 
AND BAP WHITE MEN 
DISGUISED AS 
INDIANS! 
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STRAIGHT ARROW? 
THAT MAKES A 
DlFFERENCEl LET 
ME GO, MAN I I 
KNOW WHEN I'M 
LICKED- AN' WHEN 
MY EYES HAVE 
BEEN OPENED J 





NriSS? 





WEANWHILE AS FRIGHT RIOES 
THEM WITH DESPERATE 
FRENZY, LINT TRAVIS AND CUFF 
BEECHAM HEAD FOR THE BANKS 
OF THE RED RIVBR WHERE THE 
BUFFALO SKIN Tt&S OF THE 
KWAHADI COMANCHES DOT THE 
LANDSCAPE... 



THE ONLY WAY 



FER THEM COMANCHES TO BE 
WISE TO US IS FER MUTff/N j\ 
TO HAVE BLABBED/ THAT -< 
MEANS H6'S ALIVE„* AH 4 

PROBABLY 





CAREFUL SEARCH BY TWO 

BLANKETED FORMS COMES 
TO A HALT BEFORE LAUGHING 
H ORSE'S TI PI„* _ 

ONE SHOT WILL CLOSE MUTff/N'S 
MOUTH FOREVER! THEN WE 
RAISE A YELL, PRETEND WE'RE 
FOLLOWIN' THE KILLER — AN' 
ESCAPE THAT WAY.' 
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W INT'S EYES GLEAM WITH HATE 
At AND FURY AS HE SIGHTS 
THROUGH THE OPEN TIPI FLAP. HIS 
FINGER TIGHTENS ON THE TRIGGER, 
AND THEN— A GOLDEN ARROW 
HURTLING THROUGH THE AIR— A 

GUNSHOT" ! 




0fATUKE } STRAIGHT ARROW WHIRLS, 
HEAVES TRAVIS LIKE A SACK 
OF GRAIN ! 




I CAME IN TIME, 
LINT TRAVIS' 




ONLY FURY COULD 
HAVE BROUGHT ME 
HERE IN TIME TO 
STOP YOU KILLERS J 





WITH MUTRlfg ALIVE TO TESTIFY-] 
WITH TRAVIS'S MEN IN JAIL - 
THE ARMY HORSE HERDS WILL 
BE RECOVERED I THE COM- 
ANCHE5 WILL LIVE IN PEACE. 




LISTEN TO STRAIGHT ARROW ON YOUR LOCAL MUTUAL RADIO STATION 




Place your 
tepee or tent 
on a slight 
down hill 
grade. 



Place your 
arms rack 
near where 
you sleep. 




PROPER CAMP 

Select a site near fresh wate 
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Properly secure ,feed 
and blanket yotir x 
mount.,. ^r^v\ 




Dig a ditch around your 
tepee so that rain water 
will not run through your 
bed. 



Hang your grub in a bag on 
a post or tree limb away 
from ants and prowling 
animals. 
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Build your fire on 
firm soil.. .first 
brush away all 
dry leaves, 
twigs, etc. 



,' INDIAN \ 
\ COOLER, 





w 



Make a brush 
broom. Keep it 
handy, and dip 
it in water to 
quickly brush 
out a spread- 
ing fire. 
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f INDIAN S > 
l OVEN / 




y-~Stack your 
firewood 






Keep your string of cleaned fish 
under fresh water... securely tied 
and protected. 




EXCITING 
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TEACHES YOU ALL Tiir .«». 
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*feT YOURS! 

THREE cords in every package of 
NABISCO SHREDDED WHEAT! 36 cards 
in set! Lots of w how-to-do-it" pictures! 
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Here are only a FEW 
of the Indian skills yoiican learn: 
How to signal for help! • How to keep from getting lost 

in the woods! • Danger signals! • How to build an Indian 
grill, raft, bow and arrow! • Good horseman- 
ship! • Secrets of archery! 
Animai tracks! • How to 
teach your pet tricks! 
Many, many others! 

See the inside front and back 
cavers of this beak for examples 
of the Injun-uity Cards! 

The breakfast full 

of POWER 

from Niagara Falls 
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BAKED BY NABISCO • NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 
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